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MOTHER TRUTH’S MELODIES 
By Lipa H. Harpy 


Ferryman, come on, we're waiting! 
Take us to the other side! 


Now you hear us! Now you're starting! 


Come along, we want to ride ! 


Every time we call, we're answered, 
Every single time we're heard; 
Anything we need, we ask for, 


And it comes just by our word. 
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PENELOPE PETERS 
ExvizaBetH PrtTTINGER 
Chapter IV 


HENEVER one thing goes wrong in a_house- 
hold, everything else seems to go the same 
way. Ethel was sick, her head. ached, her throat 
was sore, and her nerves would not endure 

Sue within speaking distance of the couch. Sue her- 

self was in disgrace, even with Uncle Billy. She had 

grown so angry the day before with Winnifred that she 
had run away and was found, after hours of frenzied 
searching, hid away in a coal barrel in their own cellar, 
sound asleep and charred and dirty as the coal itself. 

Uncle Billy almost cried in his joy at her discovery, but 

was so serious when he told about the trouble he had been 

to in informing the police, that Sue felt quite abused 
and decided the next time she “runned away” she’d make 
them “‘gladder to see her when she got back.” 

Penelope and Winnifred had quarreled for the 
first time and sat at opposite sides of the room, glaring 
fiencely at the floor or ceiling, each waiting for the other 
o “speak first.” Mrs. Cramer was worried about Ethel, 
cross with Sue, provoked with the other two cousins and 
disgruntled generally, because she could not understand 
what made Mr. Peters act so queerly of late, dismissing 
three servants without advising with her, selling his auto, 
and going to the office after dinner in the evening and 
not returning until the light of day was sometimes break- 
ing through the smoke of the city towers. Something 
was wrong, and Mrs. Cramer was nettled that she was 
not taken into the confidence of her employer. 

“Of course, now Miss Sue’s going to school, and 
there’s no need of Lettie to dress and undress her, and 
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that second maid wasn’t worth her salt any. way, and if 
Mr. Peters got tired of his big car, why then, what 
would he want with the driver, but all the same, it 
looks funny! I’ve never known him to question me so 
closely about household accounts, not in all the five years 
I’ve been with him. If something’s gone and happened 
to his money, it will go hard with those girls, just let 
me tell you.” 

“It will be the best thing as ever happened to 
“em,” insisted the cook. “Them girls ain’t growing up 
fit to live, or let anybody else live. There’s Miss Ethel, 
all nerves and no energy, reading away by the hour 
when she ought to be out skipping a rope. The only 
thing’s the matter with her now is her sitting up in bed 
last night reading an exciting love story and eating up a 
whole box of them rich chocolates she buys. ‘Stead of 
having a doctor and humoring her with pretty be-rib- 
boned wrappers, she ought to be treated like a young 
"un her age!” 

Mrs. Cramer sighed. ‘Yes, Miss Winnifred’s the 
only one that acts like a normal child, and it’s only be- 
cause she has too good judgment of her own to be 
spoiled. I hope nothing is going to happen, but if it 
does, they’ll have to find another housekeeper—I cer- 
taihly would never undertake to teach those three chil- 
dren economy or work, or anything else, for that matter. 
Miss Penelope, now, is différent. She knows how to do 
things and she hasn’t a spoiled whim in her makeup. 
But then she wouldn’t suffer if Mr. Peters did lose his 
money, for she is very rich. Didn’t you hear what that 
lawyer said that day we went in the parlor as witnesses 
to the signing of that paper? He said—just as I got 
to the door I heard him—‘Well, Mr. Peters, this niece 
fo yours will be a big responsibility with all her Arizona 
wealth, and Mr. Peters answered, ‘Yes that’s the only 
thing that troubles me—she’s too rich’.” 

While these two gossips were discussing family 
affairs the telephone was ringing for the third time. 
Penelope left her seat opposite Winnifred, remarking 
to no one in particular, “Well, if nobody’s going to 
answer that telephone have to.” 

Winnifred, unhappy but stubborn, determined not 


+ 
t 
he 


WEE WISDOM 3 


to speak first, craned her neck to watch Penelope in the 
hall and listen to the conversation, whatever it might 
be. 

“Yes, Uncle, this is Penny.—You want me ?—At the 
office? Well, what a funny place! Well, how shall I 
come ?—Oh, you'll send a taxi—Yes, be ready as 
soon as it comes, but Winnie’s got to change her dress. 
—Oh, you don’t want Winnie! Why, how funny! Is 
anything the matter, Uncle?—Your wanting me and not 
the other girls made me think—You aren’t sick, Uncle 
Billy ?—Oh, I’m glad of that, but—Yes, I'll do as you 
say, the minute the taxi comes. Good-by.” She stood 
for a moment undecided, then turned to her own room. 
“Now, I wonder what’s the matter!’ she soliloquized. 
“Something’s wrong, ‘cause Uncle Billy’s voice just 
trembled, and the idea of his wanting me to come to 
his office without Winnifred or the others! I can’t under- 
stand it. And I’m not to tell them where I’m going or 
anything about it. I just felt it in my bones that some- 
thing unpleasant was going to happen, but I thought 
it was the quarrel Winnie and I got into. It’s a good 
thing I’m not going to speak to her ’till she speaks to 
me; she won’t ever speak first, she’s that stubborn, so she 
won't ask where I’m going. There’s the horn now!” 
She ran down the front stairs, while Sue screamed at*the 
top of her voice because Penelope refused to say where 
she was going or to accept her offer of company. 

Poor Winnifred paced the floor, trying to rein -in 
her curiosity, for she had heard only scraps of the 
telephone conversation. She ran to the window when 
Sue announced that Penelope was going off in a taxi. 

Sure enough, there was the cab and her cousin about 
to depart. As the curtains parted at the window Penelope 
raised her eyes; for an instant there was no recognition 
between the two girls who had been such close friends 
during the past few months; then the big blue eyes 
smiled at the brown ones in the window above, and a 
merry voice shouted up, “By, by, Winnie. Take good 


care of Ethel ’till I get back.” 


Up flew the window. “Penny, Penny, where are 
you going? Wait, I want to go, too. It will only take 
me a minute. Where are we going?” but Penny gave the 
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driver the signal to go. “Can’t wait; I'll tell you all 
about it when I get back,” and she was gone, leaving 
the three sisters mystified and curious. 

It was a very serious little girl who sat conversing 
with her uncle half an hour later. Her eyes were misty, 
her lips trembled and the voice which spoke was plead- 
ing as she urged, “But Uncle Billy, if I’m so rich as you 
say I am, what does it matter if you have lost every- 
thing you've got. Haven't I enough for all of us? You 
can have it all, every bit of it. What do I care just so 
I can stay with you and the girls.” 

“You don’t understand, dear, and it’s hard to ex- 
plain, but everything I had has gone under in the last 
few months. It began with the floods which swept away 
that lake property, then the bank failure where most of 
my means were invested, and the last misfortune came 
today when that shipment of silk was reported lost, and 
I haven’t insurance enough to cover it. All I have is a 
small property in the West upon which I shall have to 
depend for an income until I can gain my footing. As 
the three girls have no means of their own, they will 
have to share my fortunes, or rather misfortunes, but 
with you it is different. Your mother would never have 
consented to my taking you off into the wilds, away from 
educational advantages, even though I think you might 
be happier with us than in a boarding school. Wealth 
brings with it responsibilities and you must look at this 
thing as I do. You have been a comfort to all of us and 
I hardly see how we shall get along without you, but 
as I am your guardian, I must insist upon your doing 
what will be best for your own interests.” 

“Haven't I enough from father’s will to take care 
of all of us just as we are now?” asked the child in a 
hurt, far-away tone. 

“Enough! My dear little niece, you have enough 
to properly take care of a dozen families like us. Don‘t 
you worry about money matters, my dear. You will 
go to the best girls’ school I can find, and maybe in 
vacations you will come out West to us, but your every 
need will be provided, so don’t worry a moment about 
things. I just felt that I must explain matters more 
fully to you than to the three girls, so you would under- 
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stand why I can’t take you with us. Your cousins must 
never know how much I am worried over my affairs. 
It won't be long, I hope, before we will be comfortably 
fixed again. The change will do Ethel a world of good, 
and as Dr. Mays says she needs a change, we will make 
that the excuse for our moving.” 

“But why can’t you take my money and have us all 
stay here and—Uncle Billy, I want to give everything 
I have to you; won't you take it and you won't have to 
worry over things, and we are so happy. Please, Uncle 
Billy, take everything—you don’t know how little I care 
for it in comparison with living with you and the girls. 
T’'ll die, I know Ill die, if I have to go to boarding school 
all by myself.” 

“Penny dear, don’t make it any harder for me 
than you can help.” It was Mr. Peters’ voice that 
trembled this time. “You cannot imagine what it means 
to me to part with one of my girls, but it would not be 
right to allow you to go with us, and it would not be 
honest if I were to take a cent of your money for my- 
self. You are too young to understand, but it would be 
stealing on my part, and you don’t want me to do that, 
do you!” 

“Oh, yes; if you'll only steal from me it’ll be such 
fun! Will you Uncle Billy? You can steal everything 
I’ve got, and when I get big I’ll make more money and so 
will Winnie—we’re going to run an orphan asylum—and 
we'll have a great big house so we can all live together. 
That’s a good Uncle Billy.” She threw her arms around 
his neck and choked him so he could make no reply. 

But Mr. Peters was obstinate, obstinate and de- 
termined as his niece Winnifred. Nothing Penelope 
could say or suggest would change his determination that 
she should enjoy every advantage of civilization that 
money could buy, while he and his three nieces were to 
journey westward in search of a new home amid moun- 
tain peaks and forest grandeur. 

That night Penelope lay in bed wide-eyed while 
her cousins ‘slept. Her brain was busy and her plans 
were rapidly forming. What was that sentence in the 
will which was read? It had made no very deep im- 
pression at the time, but now in the quiet hours of the 
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night the words recurred with startling vividness. Some- 
thing about her deciding the details of her own edu- 
cation so long as they were within the bounds of good 
judgment and decorum. “How wise, how good my father 
was! How kind and thoughtful to leave it to me! Of 
course he meant that for mother not to interfere with 
Miss Stern’s plans for me, but. now how much it means,” 
and smiling triumphantly at the memory of Uncle 
Billy’s decision, she fell asleep. 

Early the next morning she was up and announced 
her intention of spending the morning in writing letters. 
In vain Winnifred and Ethel begged to know where she 
went and what she did the afternoon previous. Sue 
carried out her threat to tell Uncle Billy, but he only 
smiled and pushing back the ¢child’s curls, remarked, 
“Your Cousin Penelope is always a good pattern fer you 
to follow. You'll seldom find her doing wrong. I know 
I can trust her’ wherever she may have been.” 

“Do you know where she went?” asked Ethel from 
the couch, where she was still suffering from a heavy 
cold and fever. Her uncle only smiled and before she 
could insist upon an answer he left the room. 

All morning long Penelope shut herself up in the 
writing-room, and sent Sue into shrieks of rage by lock- 
ing the door and refusing to answer questions called 
under the sill. Winnifred imagined Penelope was still 
angry, and after asking her pardon for her own part in 
the quarrel, stood on her dignity and waited for her 
cousin to make farther advances, but Penelope was too 
busy to even think of so trifling a thing as a past mis- 
understanding! She wrote away, page after page, un- 
conscious of the pain in her chum’s heart. At noon she 
came out with two bulgy envelopes, one to Miss Stern 
and the other to Mr. Martin, the lawyer. She seemed 
in high spirits, and was her old self so sincerely that 
Winnifred was rejoiced, but determined that if it took 
her cousin so long to get over a quarrel, she would in the 
future avoid one if possible. 

To escape questions and suspicion from the three 
girls, Mr. Peters decided to say nothing of the in- 
tended move West until the time arrived for them to 
really go. Mrs. Cramer was told, and declined the 
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offered position as housekeeper in the new home under 
the altered conditions. 

“It isn’t that I don’t need the place, Mr. Peters,” 
she told Uncle Billy, “but the girls have never known 
anything but pampering, and I couldn’t do all the work 
and put up with their ways—no woman could—and you 
won't be any more willing to have them restricted now 
than you ever have been,’ and the poor man had to 
acknowledge she was right, wondering within himself 
what in the world he would do. 

He entered into correspondence with several eastern 
schools “‘on the Hudson,” and showed the circulars to 
Peneplope when the other girls were not around. 
Strange to say, his niece took little interest in the pictures 
of the handsome grounds, nor would she settle down to 
discuss the different courses of study prepared for “these 
fortunate young women who were privileged to enter.” 
Instead, she watched the mail-man and fell into a gloomy 
mood every time he passed without stopping. But one 
day he stopped and into her hands delivered a long, 
official-looking envelope, with “S. J. Martin, Attorney 
at Law,” engraved across the top. She flew to her room, 
bolted the door and tore open the letter. The legal 
terms bothered her, they were so complex, but finally 
she deciphered the message for which she was looking. 
With a delightful squeal she hugged the letter to her 
breast. “Now, I'll show Uncle Billy who’s boss! If 
he wont’t let me live in his house while I’m getting my 
education, I'll buy one right next door and visit the 
girls all the time. Oh, if Miss Stern will only come now 
and be our teachér! Uncle Billy can’t surely object to 
that part of my education, ’cause Miss Stern has gradu- 
ated from all sorts of colleges—hundreds of them, I 
think! He can go West if he wants to, for all I care— 
just so long as I go with him. Dear old Uncle Billy! 
won't he be surprised? And he'll be just as glad as I 
am. It’s only his conscience that’s bothering him, and 
now it won’t be his affairs. Mr. Martin says that my 
desire to go with Uncle Billy and have my lessons from 
Miss Stern is ‘within the bounds of good judgment and 
decorum.” Oh, my dad was a brick!” 

(To be continued.) 
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THE DOLL DISHES 
A Christmas Story 


Lucy CHARLTON KELLERHOUSE 


= A LL day the mother had gone about her house- 

hold tasks, cooking, baking, sweeping, dust- 
ing, sewing, attending the children; adding 
thereunto the outdoor work, because the father 
was away, and all day willing hands had helped the 
mother, willing feet had run her errands; and night had 
come—Christmas Eve—and the willing one stood by her 
mother’s knee. 

“Mamma;” she said, “if I was danbi Claus, do 
you know what I would bring you?” 

The mother did not know. 

“I would bring you a set of dishes,” said the child; 
“great big dishes with flowers on.” 

“That would be very kind and. good of you,” re- 
plied the mother. 

“And if I couldn’t bring you big dishes, I would 
bring you dear little dishes, just so big,” said the child, 
indicating their size with thumbs and forefingers. 

The mother sighed. She arose and took up the baby 
and began to undress him. She thought how the little 
sister had arisen bright and early, had helped set the 
table, had wiped the dishes, had brought in wood, had 
brushed up the hearth, had helped make the bed, had 
amused brother, had minded the baby, had gone to the 
village store. She was only six years old 

The mother now said to her, “I° don’t know as I 
want new dishes, Mrytle. A dress for the baby would 
be very nice.” 

“Oh, no; I would bring you the dishes,” said the 
child. 

There was a wistful look in her soft, brown eyes 
as she looked into her mother’s face. “I would bring 
you a set of doll’s dishes,” she said innocently ; “wouldn’t 
that be nice?” 

“Santa Claus is poor this year,” replied the mother; 
“ he can’t buy dishes, but he might bring a new dress 
for your doll.” 
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The bright brown tangle of curls shook emphat- 
ically. “I would rather he brought the dishes,’ she 
persisted. 

j “Papa would buy a little set of dishes, but papa 

has no money. You know, dear, there was no rain for 

i his garden last summer, so there was not many peas and 

beans and tomatoes to sell; and then Lulu Hurst’s father 
got to be janitor of the school instead of papa, so he 
has gone to the city to try to get work for the winter. 
He is too poor to buy doll’s dishes, Mrytle.” 

“But won’t Santa Claus bring me some?” asked the 
child. 

“Santa Claus sometimes misses poor children’s 
stockings.” 

The child looked up with eyes of faith. “I know 
he is going to bring me doll-dishes,” she said. 

The baby was put to bed beside brother, who had 
already found dreamland. The clock now struck eight, 
so the little sister began to undress. Her mother un- 
fastened the buttons, but the rest she did herself, then 
came to her mother in her little white robe for the 
evening prayer and the goodnight kiss. 

“Have I been a good girl?” she asked earnestly. 

“Yes, Mrytle, you have been a very good girl,” re- 
plied her mother. 

“But when brother pinches me, sometimes I cry; 
that isn’t being good, is it?” 

“TI suppose that is wrong, dear; but you have helped 
mamma and amused brother and minded the baby.” 

“Then you think I’ve been a good girl, and Santa 
Claus will bring me the doll-dishes?” 

“Perhaps Santa Claus is afraid you will have 

= nothing to put in them to play. He might think so 
you know.” 

“Oh, I am sure he will bring them,” said the child 
unwaveringly. 

She kneeled and said her prayer, not forgetting 

, her heart’s desire, then kissed her mother goodnight and 
went to bed. Quickly her mother arose and followed. 

“Myrtie,” she said hastily, “Myrtie, dear, Santa 

‘ Claus isn’t going to bring you any dishes.” 
But the faith of the child looked forth unfaltering- 
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ly from her clear eyes as she stood angelic beside her 
bed. “Oh, I know he will bring them,” she said joy- 
fully. 

Her mother kissed her again and returned to the 
other room, reviewing the small gifts for those three 
wee stockings behind the stove. There was a dress for 
the baby, for what would he know of Christmas toys? 
For brother there was a bright worsted ball, knitted 
after his bedtime. For the little sister there was a 
wardrobe for last year’s doll. The doll was now minus 
a leg, but the new dress made from scraps ef yellow silk 
would hide the sin of omission like a cloak of charity. 
Then there was a set of underwear, a little white apron, 
a blue flannel jacket and a little white hood. Still, 
Myrtie had grown tired of her doll. The hair was now 
ragged and almost gone, and its face bore traces of 
brother’s aggressive policy towards dolls. He alone 
knew where .that leg had gone—over the hedge into 
Hooper’s orchard. 

The mother looked at the small garments laid in 
an enticing row. She set the doll on a chair, but the 
doll kept immovable her ill-fitting glass eyes and looked 
uglier than ever in her silent contempt. 

“Oh, well, perhaps Myrtie will be pleased after 
all,” said the mother, folding the tiny apparel in a red 
cardboard box and putting the yellow silk dresses upon 
the doll. She crammed the ball in brother’s stocking. 
hung up the doll and the the baby’s dress, and laid the 
box on a chair below. Then she went out into the 
kitchen to see that everything was safe for the night. 

There was no fire in the old lean-to kitchen. The 
restless wind was struggling at the loose window sash 
and blowing whiffs of snow against the pane, so that 
tomorrow would be a white Christmas. The mother 
looked in the direction which lay the city, and wondered 
how it would fare with the father, alone on Christmas 
day; but well she knew that his stolid nature was in- 
different to Christmas joy, and she half wished it were 
the same with her. 

Hearing a soft foot-fall, she turned to the sitting- 
room door, to see a small white figure slip from the 
bedroom and pause by the longest of the three stockings. 
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‘The doll, in her new gown, hung beside it by a string. 
Recognizing her old friend, the child then turned eagerly 
to the red carboard box on the chair beneath the stock- 
ings. She did not touch the box, but looked at it with 
a face of inexpressible joy. “Not tonight, not till to- 
morrow,’ the mother heard her say. “Oh, I knew he 
would bring doll-dishes !”” 

She turned lingeringly from the coveted treasure 
and her little bare feet pattered back to bed. The moth- 
er turned back to the kitchen, but the child’s faith 
followed her. She sat down by the meal table and looked 
with aching eyes at the floor, as though hélp lay there. 
The little white-robed faith stood by her side, and 
seemed pointing to a crack in the floor. 

Suddenly, with a glad cry, the mother sprang from 
her chair and sank upon her knees on the floor, and be- 
gan tearing at a board with her strong hands. The 
board was broken and gaped from its neighbors. At 
this loose end she tugged to unfasten it from the nail 
in the center. 

Last summer Mrs. Hooper’s Bessie had come to 
buy two quarts of peas. Bessie had offered her a dime 
in payment; but in changing hands, it had fallen upon 
the kitchen floor and rolled through the crack, from 
whence inserted fingers had failed to rescue it and where 
none could see it as it lay in the loose dust and dirt that 
had fallen through the crack for years. The mother had 
then thought it a pity that the dime should be lost; now 
she rejoiced over the past misfortune, as ofttimes we are 
led to do. 

For months the dime had lain in dust and dirt. 
Sometimes a mouse scurried by, or perhaps a more 
formidable rat; but none heeded it in its oblivion. It 
could hear the constant thump of busy feet over its head, 
the patter of small feet, the moving of chairs, the sweep 
of the broom. This was the nearest it came to life—it, 
which had traveled so widely; which had entered thou- 
sands of homes, from that of the millionaire to that of the 
day laborer, and had wandered for a short space of time 
in the ragged pockets of the beggar; which had been in 
great banks and little tin savings-boxes; which had been 
partner to so many secrets; which had seen joy and av- 
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arice and heartache; which had meant so much to some, 
so little to others; which had even been thrown in the 
scale of integrity against dishonesty, life against death. 
It stood for food, clothes, shelter. It was part of the 
life sap of the world. Yes, it had-known life, and now 
here it lay in the ignominy of burial beneath the sweep- 
ings from a kitchen floor. 

Ah, but how much it meant to the mother, prying 
at the board with eager hands! She arose now and 
brought to her aid the hatchet from the wood-box, and 
at last the nail loosened the grasp of its iron tooth; she 
pried up the board -and turned it to one side. She set 
the lamp upon the floor and peered into the dark hole 
and felt through the dirt with cautious hand. Then she 
brought the coal-hod and shovel and set to work. Each 
shovelful of dirt went through careful fingers. No miner 
was ever more careful, more eager, seeking gold in his 
sand. Several shovelfuls were lifted from its ancient 
resting place. The wind tugged harder at the rattling 
window, but the mother heeded not the chill of a winter 
night. Now the shovel began to grind upon the hard 
ground. Bringing the lamp nearer, she looked closer, 
but could see no trace of the dime. Something like 
despair crept over the mother, but the little white faith 
was standing beside her, urging her to fresh endeavor. 
She scraped up a last shovelful, thrust her hand into 
the hole, and lifted the dime to light. 

Its silver face was dimmed with damp and dirt, 
but still it bore proudly unaltered its mark of worth, 
the coat of arms testifying to its worth, its rank, its 
commercial importance in the great world, its meaning 
to a mother’s heart. Soiled as it was, she pressed it 
to her lips. 

“There are debts to be paid,” she said aloud; 
“father has not yet gotten work; but I think I have 
earned this dime for Myrtie, and God will forgive me 
for spending it for her. She shall have the doll’s 
dishes.” 

She was still on her knees, and laying the dime 
beside the lamp, she clasped her soiled hands, numb 
with cold, and thanked God fervently. There were 
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tears in the mother’s eyes, there were tears upon her 
cheeks, and one fell upon the dime. 

“Yes, I have known these,” it thought, “they have 
fallen upon me before. Sometimes comes smiles, some- 
times curses, sometimes tears.” 

The mother carried lamp and dime to the table, 
where she rubbed clean the face of the coin. It was 
now half-past ten. The lamp was burning low, and she 
shivered beneath the thin shawl. Hastily breaking the 
crust of ice in the water pail, she washed her stained 
hands and bore lamp and dime into the other room. 
Warming herself by the low fire, she donned her old 
black coat and tied a worsted scarf about her head. Into 
the palm of her glove she tucked snugly the precious 
dime. She longed to reinforce it with a few pennies, 
but father had taken the last cent for his city venture. 
Lighting the lantern, turning out the fainting light of 
the lamp, leaving the children peacefully sleeping and 
the fire safe, she went out into the falling snow, taking 
the path that led to the village. 

It was half a mile to the village. The snow was 
already a foot deep, though the wind drifted it deeper 
in places, and blew it blindingly into her face. But the 
mother hardly heeded these things, feeling the happy 
little dime safe in the palm of her black worsted glove. 
She was wondering, hoping, fearing. Would the dime 
buy a set of doll’s dishes? It was such a little bit of 
money—how could she dream of its purchasing the 
coveted treasure, the heart’s desire of her child? Still 
she half hoped there might be a broken set; she might 
even buy some odd cups and saucers, something that 
would seem like dishes to the little housewife’s heart. 

In the village store, sleeping in the window, on 
the shelves and under glass cases, lay toys—overlooked 
toys, toys that must be passed on for birthdays or per- 
haps left over for another Christmas. There were saw- 
dust dolls and tin horns and painted tops and wooden 
soldiers and cotton flannel elephants; there were alpha- 
bet blocks and picture books and jackknives; there were 
brass watches and toy drums and worsted reins; there — 
were doll-dishes, yes a beautiful set of shining white 
dishes, banded with glittering gold. They were proud, 
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disdainful, angry to be with the leftovers. It was an 
humble company, this crowd of toys worth one cent, 
five cents, ten cents. The doll-dishes lay in their ex- 
celsior bed, cold and white and beautiful. Yet they 
had been passed by, they who would have brought un- 
bounded joy to a child’s heart. 

Near by in a corner lay a little open box, six 
inches square. In it, in places cut into a square of card- 
board, lay some very small doll-dishes, humble little 
tea-things, with no hole in the spout of the teapot, so 
that one would have to pour the tea from the top; how 
silly! Then there was a sugar-bowl and cream-pitcher 
and six cups and saucers—what ridiculous little cups, 
no bigger than a thimble. Each cup had three splashes 
of green on it, meant for leaves; while on the tea-pot, 
sugar-bowl and cream-pitcher were added two bright 
red berries. 

They did not wonder that they had been passed by, 
such poor, crade, foolish little dishes, so rough they 
looked as though they had been hacked out with a jack- 
knife. They were almost glad to be thrust into a corner; 
who would ever buy them? 

Though there was no light in the store, the mother 
knocked at the door; but meeting no response, she went 
around to the rear door, for the storekeeper lived up- 
stairs, with kitchen behind the store. 

A woman opened the door. 

“Why, so late, Mis’ Williams? Come in out’n the 
cold. I was so surprised that I couldn’t think to say 
‘Merry Christmas,’ for it nearly is, isn’t it?’ she added, 
as she closed the door behind her late caller. 

The mother did not take the proffered chair. 

“T am in a hurry,” she said; “I ran away while the 
children were asleep. You see, Myrtie wants some toy 
dishes so bad—and—and—I just got the money tonight, 
you know.” 

“Yes, got word from Mr. Williams, have you?” said 
the storekeeper; without waiting for a reply, and with 
an eye to business, carrying the lamp, she led the way 
into the store. 

“T’ve got such a pretty set here,” she said, display- 
ing the white and gold dishes, “just what Myrtie would 
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like. She’s such a sweet child, allers so polite; she 
deserves them pretty dishes,” said the storekeeper 
suavely. 

“I—yes, what do they cost?” asked the customer, 
feeling how very small the dime was. 

“They go cheap at fifty cents; but, seeing Christ- 
mas buying time is now so nearly over, I'll let you 
have them at forty cents. There’s a bargain. Myrtie’ll 
be so pleased.” 

“Yes,” replied the mother wistfully, “she would be 
pleased. “Have you other doll’s dishes?” 

“Only these,” pulling out the little tea-set marked 
with red and green. “These ain’t dishes, them is. 
Shall I do ’em up for you?” 

“Yes. What is their price?” 

“Fifty cents, but I said I’d let you have ‘em at 
forty, seeing it’s about Christmas day,” replied the store- 
keeper. 

“T mean the little tea-set?” said the mother, taking 
her wistful look from the glittering dinner set. 

“The little tea-set? Ten cents.” 

The mother’s heart bounded. The storekeeper was 
putting them back into the showcase, but she said quickly, 
take them.” 

Those three words meant so much to the mother. 
A great weight lifted from her heart and a quiet joy 
settled there as she laid the dime upon the showcase and 
picked up the insignificant little brown cardboard box. 
She did not see the contempt in the storekeeper’s face; 
she was thinking of Myrtie. 

Exchanging some commonplace remarks with the 
storekeeper, the mother picked up her lantern and once 
more found herself out in the dim, white snow. She 
held the little brown box against her body, and the 
poor tawdry little dishes felt the throbs of a human 
heart; they had come in contact with life. 

The mother reached her own door, removed her 
wraps, and placed the doll-dishes on the chair near the 
red cardboard box. There was not much for brother; 
but he was only two and a half, and would find great 
joy in the bright worsted ball; still, she brought from 
the bureau drawer a box of pretty shells, which would 
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amuse him. Then she hastened to bed, for it was al- 
ready Christmas day. 

In the morning, while the mother was in the kitchen 
stirring the cornmeal cakes for breakfast, she heard 
the little sister calling to brother to come see what 
Santa had brought him. Peeping through the door, she 
saw the child, with little face all eager, run from the 
bed-room over the cold floor to the row of stockings. 


“A pretty new dress for my dolly,” she said, turn- 
ing to the least first, with a conscious desire to dis- 
pose of it with due appreciation before turning to the 
joy of joys. She fingered the faded yellow silk with 
a pleased “Oh,” then turned quickly, with almost breath- 
less joy, to the red cardboard box on the chair below. 
Little fingers lifted off the cover—a moment of hesita- 
tion, a shadow of doubt, a look of uncomprehending 
wonder, of mute questioning if life were not a dream and 
Santa Claus a false god. It was her first hard problem 
to solve; she Gould not understand. She looked past 
the homely reality of things around her, in the midst of 
it all striving to find the real, the true. The world 
seemed as empty as her stocking. Her faith had been 
so real, more real than this hollow show of things, this 
world without doll-dishes on Christmas morning. She 
stood irresolute, with the dawn of doubt in her soft 
brown eyes, which seemed to lose their look of trust. 
A question looked forth from them, striving to be an- 
swered. 

Then the child, awakened to a realization of un- 
compromising fact, closed the box carefully, with eyes 
downcast to hide the tears. 

“Dolly,” she said waveringly, “you should be 
pleased with your pretty new clothes. Santa Claus has 
been very good to you.” 

Brother now came toddling out, a second cherub, 
and grasped the first box upon which he could place his 
chubby fists and shook it vehemently, so that the doll- 
dishes rattled merrily. The mother came to the rescue. 

“That’s my box, isn’t it?” asked the little sister, 


as the mother exchanged it with brother for the box of - 


shells. “It’s my box, and—oh, it’s dishes, doll-dishes !” 
The child looked at them in happy amazement; 


| 
| + 


WEE WISDOM 17 


then in a rush, faith, trust, joy, came back. There was 
no surprise in her face; the shadow of doubt was lost in 
a sudden flood of sunlight. She could not speak but 
with her eyes. 

Then the child took the box and laid it on her 
mother’s knee, as one lays something precious upon a 
shrine. Joy made her face radiant; but beyond that, 
even beyond the attaining of her heart’s desire, from 
the beautiful eyes shone the look of a supreme and 
victorious faith. 


HELPING THE CHRIST 
BiaNncHe Fenn 


Pr | T was very close to Christmas, and “Little Girl” 
Gy is and “Mother” were very busy planning sur- 
<> prises. Then one day Mother called Little 
Girl and said, “Now, first of all, we must help 
Jesus with his surprises; we will just put all our plans 
away and be his helper, for you know Christmas is 
Jesus’ birthday, so he must come first.” 

Then Mother gathered every bit of money she had, 
and she and Little Girl went to the grocer and asked 
him to exchange it for small change. They now had 
many pieces of silver, some large and some small. These 
Mother and Little Girl divided between them, and then 
they started out. 

Now Mother did not know any people who were 
very, very poor, but she believed they could find many 
who were looking for Jesus, even if they did not know 
it; so down town they went. Little Girl danced along, 
happy and joyous, with the roses blooming in her cheeks, 
while in Mother’s eyes a soft light glowed, just as it 
did, I think, in Mary’s eyes, as she looked at the Christ 
Child. 

They had not gone far when they saw an old lady 
sitting on the steps of an old building. She was cold 
and weary Mother knew, so down went Mother’s hand 
‘ into her purse, and she drew out the first piece she 
touched, and Little Girl did the same, and then they 
tucked the money in the dear old lady’s hand, and 
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whispered “Merry Christmas! It is Jesus’ birthday 
you know.” Then away they hurried, and a little farther 
they found another old lady who was blind. This made 
Little Girl sad, until she heard Mother whisper, as she 
dropped the silver in the cup, “Blessed are the pure in 
heart, for they shall see God,” and the lady smiled and 
remembered it was not only Christmas, but Jesus’ birth- 
day as well. 

And on and on they went. Oh, it was a glorious 
day for Little Girl and Mother. Their money was nearly 
gone, when Mother spied a dear sweet lady, waiting for 
her car. She was not poor, Mother knew, but was very, 
very sad, and she was all in black. What could they 
do to help her? She did not need money; then Mother 
smiled, and taking Little Girl by the hand, they hurried 
to the nearest flower shop, and with their last bit of 
money they bought a beautiful red rose. Then Little 
Girl, all alone, ran up to the sad lady and tucked the 
blossom into her hand, and said, “I am helping Jesus 
today, and this is for you,’ and not all the dollies in 
the world, nor all the pretty things which Mother loved, 
could bring the joy to Little Girl and her Mother which 
the giving had done. 


HAPPY THOUGHTS 
Selected by Ellen Riser 


Happy thoughts are riches that everyone should share, 

Happy thoughts, like flowers, make life’s pathway fair; 

Happy thoughts and kindness make the brotherhood of 
man, 

Give your happy thoughts to others when and where you 
can. 


A happy disposition is a wealth beyond compare, 
Tis one of life’s great riches everyone may share; 
With a happy smile of greeting, let us welcome every 
friend, 
For a host of smiles return, for every smile we send. 
—Health Journal. 


Love casteth out all fear. 
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WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB 2 


Royal, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest 
corners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request 
addressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 
Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of 
the month before the date of issue. 


Christmas is near, and I know that all the Boosters 
are working hard to do something to make everyone 
happy. You know, the little Christ-Child was born on 
this holy day nearly two thousand years ago, but the 
wonder of wonders is that he is born in 
each heart whenever he is welcomed. 

We have lots and lots of Wisdoms 
with us this month. Some of the Booster 
Clubs did not report, and I am sorry to 
have them miss. I guess that they were 
busy with so many things that they for- 
got it. 

A Booster Club has been formed in St. Louis. 
Let’s hear what the founder has to say about it: 

St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Royal—Well, we have formed our Booster Club here 
in St. Louis. So far we have about twenty-four members. 
We have named our club “The Truth Seekers.” Now, Royal, 
about the Booster pins. You know the Sunday School takes 
Wee Wispom, and each member of the Sunday School is given 
a Wee Wispom every month. Now tell me, are ali the 
Boosters entitled to a Booster pin; that is, the children of the 
Sunday School who belong to the Booster Club? If not, 
please let us know how much we would have to pay for a 


Booster Pin 
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Booster pin. The children are very enthused over. the club, 
and think the pins are so pretty. Hoping to hear further 
about this matter, I am yours in Love and Truth, 

Love to all the Wisdoms. Clara Behle. | 


Isn’t that a nice report! Clara has worked so hard 
to get the club started, and I know that they are live lit- 
tle Wisdoms. I shall see what can be done about the 
pins. It is the custom to send one only to a new sub- 
scriber and the one who sends in the new Wisdom’s 
name. Three of the members of the “Truth Seekers” 
have requested banks in which to save their pennies, 
so that they might pay Wer Wispom’s traveling ex- 
penses for those desirous Wees who could not pay them. 
These good little Wisdoms are Viola Schlag, 4548 Mag- 
nolia Ave., St. Louis, Mo.; Helen Laughlin, 4535 New- 
port Ave., St. Louis, Mo., and Norma Schmidt, 2820 
St. Vincent Ave., St..Louis, Mo. They would appreci- 
ate a letter from any Wisdoms who find time to write. 

Here is aetter from Katherine Westlund, who lives 
away off in Mexico. She is going to start a Booster 
Club, and it will be a good one. Here is her picture, too. 

Ensenada, Lower Cal., Mezico. 

Dear Wert Wispom—Please send me a Prosperity Bank and 
a letter about getting up a Booster Club. I am afraid I can- 
not do it here, however, as there 
are no children here who speak 
English, but we are going to 
San Diego in January or Feb- 
ruary, so I will try to get up a 
club there. I wish some of the 
Wisdoms could come and see 
me in Ensenada. I am sure 
they would think the town rather 
funny, as there are street- 
cars here, and only once in a 
great while we see an auto- 
mobile or motorcycle. Every- 
body here either walks, rides horseback or drives. I think the 
most fun is to ride a nice, lively horse. I must close now with 
love to all the Wisdoms. Katherine Westlund. 

P. S—I am enclosing snap-shot of me with two little 
puppies. 
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Miss Jamison has dropped us a few lines about the 
“Good Deed Club,” and says that it is in a thriving con- 
dition. I wish that the secretary would write us every 
month, so that we could have the good news from the pen 
of oné of the Wisdoms. 


aS Here is a letter from Chicago, where Clara M. 
== Schoonbeck is organizing “The Sunshine Club.” It 
5 . “=>. is a great work, and I know that in a large city like 


=. Chicago it ought to become a very large club. » 

Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Wer Wispom—aAs I am one of the older pupils of the 
Exodus Sunday School, I was asked to write you. We have 
about twenty-five pupils in our school, and we have formed 
what we call the “Sunshine Club.” As I am treasurer, all the 
spare pennies are given to me. With this money we buy 
flowers for any one who needs to be made cheerful. Then at 
Christmas or Thanksgiving we fill baskets for poor families. 
Now what we would like is to wear the Booster pin. If you 
could send. us about twenty of them, we would be so very 
happy. It has been planned that one of our class write to you 
every month, thus letting you know how we are getting along. 
We have a very earnest, busy class. We have grown-ups visit 
us every Sunday, and so have formed a special class for them. 
Our youngest member is my niece, who is five years old, and 
the oldest is myself, a senior in high school. Hoping that you 

will be kind enough to send us the pins, I remain, 
Yours sincerely, Clara M. Schoonbeck. 


This month we have a dandy report from the 
“Crystal Truth Club,” and also a picture of the “Pages” 
and members. Here is the report: 

Brandy City, Cal. 

Dear Wre Wisvom—The “Crystal Truth Club” has been 
having a vacation, but we are all back in school now. At our 

* last meeting we had a good deal to report. You see, we are” 
all “Pages” in our club, and each meeting we report some good 
we have found since last meeting. There are only six members 
now. We are planning to send out more “sunshine” packages 
to children who do not have as much sunshine as we do, toys, 
games, books and Wee Wispoms that we have used but are 
new to them. Then Grace and Lurene are going to dress a 
doll for a little girl in a hospital. We have a brass set and 
burning outfit to help with our Christmas gifts. Last year 
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we burned our mothers breadboards. This time we will make 
them “Motto. Boards” by mounting one of the mottoes. from 
Unity on a smooth board and burning it, then tie the ribbons 
at the top, to hang it up by. Perhaps some of the other Wees 
might like to make some. They make pretty Love gifts. We 
also want to make some pine-needle baskets. The meeting was 
full of plans, so we have lots to do from now on until Christ- 
mas. We wish we could send all the clubs and Wee Wispos1 
a nice, green Christmas tree from our back yard. A merry 
Christmas to you all. Love from the “Wees in the Woods.” 
Donald V. Strandberg, Sec. 

P. S—Wee Wispom has just come, and I see you have me 
down as the author of our motto story, “What you seek for you 
will find.” I guess you forgot I said I copied it from Were 
Wispom Club. 


Members and Pages of the Crystal Truth Club 


That is a very good report, Donald. We are sorry 
that we misunderstood you on the matter of the story 


you sent in, 


Here is part of a letter which Donald’s mother 
wrote to Mrs. Fillmore. She makes a suggestion which 
I think would be well for us to follow: 

Why not have each Wisdom a “Page” of the’ Booster 
Club, his duty to be to report the good he finds in his every- 
day life. If he lives where there is a little club, well and good, 
but if he happens to live where there is no club yet formed, 
he can be a “Page” seeking for the good just the same, and 
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report by letter. Every “Page” being a subscriber to Wes 
Wispom, if possible, and always to wear his or her Booster 
pin. If:a “Page” should go to visit another town or city and 
should see another child wearing a Booster Pin, they should 
feel the kinship at once and become friends. A “Page” should 
have a glad welcome to any other club in any place he happens 
to go. I notice so many children writing in Wee Wispom 
asking to be members, but are not yet able to get up a club. 
As often as possible, I will try to gather together the “Pages” 
for a big meeting or a picnic, etc., and have the “Pages” report 
and a jolly time together. In this way each individual child 
will be developing his or her own character every day, and all 
have the advantage of being a member of the Big Booster Club, 
just the same. No matter where he happens to live, Wee 
Wispom will come to visit him, on the ranch, at a mine, in a 
town or city, anywhere and everywhere, her traveling expenses 
are paid. Aim to have a little club if possible; if not, then 
become’ a “Page.” What a jolly big crowd of “Pages” will 
report the Good from all over this beautiful, good, big world 
of ours. Every garden spot will be visited and Wee Wispom 
will be wreathed and garlanded with the most beautiful flower- 
thoughts her “Pages” can find in God’s True Kingdom! 
May D. Strandberg. 


What do you think of the “Page” idea? I believe 
that it would be fine for the Wisdoms who live out 
where they cannot form a Booster Club. All Wisdoms 
who want to be Pages, write to me and I shall tell you 
how to be a Booster Page. Maybe after you have been 
a Page a while you can form a club. 

Here is a report from the “Unity Boosters.” They 
are Johnny-on-the-spot with their report every month. 
I wish that all would be as prompt. 


Kansas, City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom—We have had two meetings since you 
heard from us. We have been busy as bees. We have lots of 
pennies now. We want to tell all the Booster Clubs that want 
to have bright pennies just to take the pennies and rub them 
with silver polish and they will be just like new. We like 
Lincoln pennies the best to polish, We have been singing, 
“There is plenty for you and for me,” and we bless our pennies 
just like I told you we did in the last letter I wrote you. 
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Now we have two dollars and a half, and we want to send 
Wee Wispom to all the little boys and girls that would like to 
have it, but cannot pay its traveling expenses; and we will let 
the little boys and girls be members of our club. We are 
making decorations for our Christmas tree, and we have made 
yards and yards of colored paper rings. We have another 
member, Edgar Raymond Tolman. We repeat our prayer: 


“God is my help in every need, 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day.” 


I am so glad I know how to make pennies new and full 
of the sunshine of plenty. We all wear our Booster pins and 
try to remember what they stand for. We send blessings, 
showers of blessings, to all the Boosters. 

Lucas Tylekins, Sec. 


We have two Boosters from away off in Canada. 
We are glad to hear from Margaret, and know that you 
all will Jike her story. 
- Victoria, Ont. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI am writing you a letter to ask if 
my sister and I could join in with your merry little troop 
of Wee Wispom Boosters. I have been reading the story of 
“Penelope Peters,” and I think it is very interesting. I am 
sending you a little story about “The First Time a Little Girl 
Heard of God”: 

“Once upon a time a little girl was going along the road to 
school and she found a little bird which had fallen out of a 
tree and had been covered over with weeds. She picked it up 
and was running back howe with it, and she thought she would 
cry aloud that she had a little bird. When a poor farmer heard 
this, he said, “No, it is not your bird, it is God’s. You must 
give it back to him.” Then she said, “Where is God?” and the 
man said, “He is in heaven.” Then she exclaimed, “How can 
I give it to him?” and the man said, “Go and put it back in 
the nest where it came from.” This made her feel very bad, 
but she put it back in the nest as he had bid her to do, and 
she never hurt a bird or a little animal after that.” 

Margaret McCall, 


The Latterell family has come to visit us. Here 
the Wisdoms all are. They must be a big happy family. 
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Foley, Minn. 
Dear Wer Wispom—We are the Latterell family and have 
come to wish you all a very Merry Christmas and a Happy 
New Year, and to spend the happy “Holly-Days” with you 
all, for we know if we get there in time that we will all be 


The Latterell Family 


glad to meet. We all enjoy Wee Wispom very much. It 
certainly is a blessing to learn to live in the right. Now we 
must not crowd you too much for room, so we will not write 
any more for this time. Wishing you all a long and happy 
life, we are The Latterell Family. 
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Here is a request from Mrs. Hermine Faust. Will 
some of the Wisdoms write us what they think of the 
idea, and what they can suggest for the colors? 


Dear Wees—Al\though I am a grown-up, I love Wee Wis- 
pom, read it and teach its ways to my children. I have been 
thinking lately of getting up a rosary of beads, each bead to 
be of different color and symbolizing our faculties. When strung 
and hung around our necks or used as bracelets, we would 
only have to look and touch the read bead to remind us that 
“God is Love,” or a white one that “I am Purity,” et cetera. 
I wish some wise Wee could help to find the appropriate colors 
to represent our God-given virtues, the editor being willing. 
With love to all the Wees, I am Hermine Faust. 


From Vermont we have a nice letter from Marion 
Barstow. She will make a live and good Booster, I am 
sure. 

Burlington, Vt. 

Dear Wer Wisvom—This is the first time I have written 
you. I enjoy you very much and could not get along without 
you. Mamma takes Unity and Weekly Unity, and she helps 
me to understand the Truth a great deal more than if she 
didn’t take them. Mamma is the president of the Unity Circle 
here. I would like to belong to the Booster Club, but it seems 
impossible to get any one to subscribe for Wee Wispom, but 
I think the reason why is because they don’t understand it as 
we do. I am in the seventh grade at school and have a sister 
and a brother younger than I, and two brothers older than 
myself. I would like to be a Booster if possible. Give my love 
to Wee Curtis and all the rest of the Wees. With much love, 

Your loving Wee, Marion Barstow. 


Now that we have heard the reports of the various 
clubs and Wisdoms, let us see who else has been active 
during the last month. Bernice Beck sends in the 
name of Ernest Beck, of Pittsburg, Kan., with a year’s 
traveling expenses. Booster pins have been sent both. 
George Duncan, of Clayton, Cal., sends in the names of 
two new Wisdoms—Ethel Henderson of Oakland, and 
Jean McGuire of Clayton. Were Wispom is being sent 
by him as a Christmas present. Pins have been sent all 
of them. Adda Bowes, of Sioux City, Iowa, sends in the 
name of Emile Sherzell to have Wee Wispom sent for 
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a Christmas present. It will be a Christmas present 
which will last for a whole year, and I hope that you will 
enjoy it, Emile. Lewis E. Alford, of Virgo, S. C., says 
that S. C., or “Chap” as he calls him, wanted to sub- 
scribe as soon as he saw a Wer Wispom, so we have 
put his name down for a year’s visit from Wer Wispom. 
Monkey pins were sent both. 

We received a letter from Dorothy Barstow, whose 
sister’s letter is printed this month. She wants to be a 
Booster, and we are enrolling her. Freda Love Page, 
of Decatur, Texas, also wants to be a Booster. She 
would like to have any Wisdoms who find time to write 
to her. Mary Lee Strader, of Owingsville, Ky., sends in 
a fairy story and asks to be a Booster. I was glad to 
hear from Irene and Olive Calvin, of .Comptonville, 
Cal. It has been somé time since we have heard from 
the club there. 

A nice letter came from Marybeth Fox also. She 
says that she is coming to Kansas City soon. I should 
like to see her. A letter came to the Booster Club tell- 
ing of many good things, but it did not have any name 
or address except 122 St. Clair Ave. Who wrote it? 

Maybell Olson, of Willmar, Minn., says that she 
did not receive her Booster pin, and thinks that it went 
to another Mabel Olson who lives there. If she will 
send her street address I shall send her another pin. 

Well, the largest Booster meeting we have ever had 
is over, and I know that you all enjoyed it. J surely 
did. Don’t you think that it is a fine idea to send Wee 
Wispom to your friends for a Christmas present instead 
of giving them some worthless trinket? She will visit 
them faithfully each month, and will be a constant re- 
minder of the giver-and the love of the gift. Beside, 
both you and the new Wisdom will receive Booster pins. 
Isn’t it a good idea? 

Next month all the clubs will report, I know, for it 
will be the first month of a new year, and they will all 
want to start the new year out right. Remember, all 
reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month. 

May Christmas be not only a joyous one for you, 
but for all the world and every creature in it. God bless 
you all! 
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92 BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 8 
THE CHILD IN THE MIDST.—Matt. 18:1-14. 


Gotven Text—In heaven their angels do always behold the 
face of my Father which is in heaven.—Matt. 18:10. 


The disciples were asking Jesus who was the greatest in 
the heavenly kingdom, and Jesus, calling a little child to him, 
said: “Whosoever therefore shall humble himself as this little 
child, the same is the greatest in the kingdom.” 

The kingdom of heaven we know is within us. If we 
read the lesson right, it will teach us how to become established 
in the inner kingdom. The keynote is—be humble, be willing 
and eager to learn and to obey. It is not through knowledge 
gained from books that the kingdom is entered, but from 
wisdom gained listening to the voice within. If we think we 
are more intelligent than some other, and for that reason can 
enter into the kingdom more easily, we are fooling ourselves. 
For the moment we become vain. and begin to think we are 
superior, we close the doors of the kingdom against ourselves. 
The Word which opens them is “receptivity,” which means 
willingness to learn. When we know that we are all children 
of God with the same Christ-Spirit within us, and that we 
have the same chance to enter the kingdom, we are on the 
right track. 

When we get still every day and shut out all knowledge of 
the outer world, the wisdom of the Spirit will speak to us and 
teach us that peace and poise, which is heaven. 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 15 
FORGIVENESS.—Matt. 18: 15-35 
Gowven Text—Be ye kind one to another, tender-hearted, 
forgiving one another, even as God for Christ’s sake hath for- 
given you.—Eph. 4:32. 
“Be ye kind,” is the guiding thought today. To forgive 
means to give for evil—good. Now evil is simply lack of good, 


WEE WISDOM 29 


just as hate is lack of love. Those things are nothing in them- 
selves, merely lack of something. What if people have said 
they hated us, it would be easy to forgive them when we re- 
member that hate is absolutely nothing but lack of love. The 
way to remedy the situation is for us to supply the love, then 
there will be no more lack, and the so-called “hate” will vanish. 
We should do this, not once, but as many times as is necessary 
to keep things in harmony. When Peter asked Jesus if he 
should forgive his brother seven times, Jesus answered, “I say 
not unto thee until seven times, but until seventy times seven.” 

If we always give good for lack, we will find that we are 
receiving good, and after a while no lack of love or joy or good- 
ness will ever come our way. 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 22 
FOR AND AGAINST HIM.—Luke 9: 49-62. 


Gowwen Text—He that is not against us is for us.— 
Luke 9:50. 


Because a certain man who was not a follower of Jesus 
was found casting out devils in his name, the disciples wanted 
to forbid him to continue, but Jesus said, “Forbid him not: for 
he that is not against us is for us.” 

So often we are apt to consider people who do not belong 
to our church or sect as being entirely wrong. We must re- 
member that the Truth is not eonfined to one church or set of 
people, but is free for all, and many people in different 
churches have begun to get an understanding of it. 

As Jesus was on his way toward Jerusalem, many wanted 
to follow him, but they all had something to do first. They 
were not quite ready. Many of us are that way. We want 
to follow the Truth and still we are not ready to give up the 
old ideas and habits. Folks who claim to believe in the Truth 
when things are going smoothly, often hang to material things 
in time of need. If the Truth will not help us all the time, it 
is useless. It will if we stand by it and put it above all else. 
If we fear to trust entirely in the Spirit we will not suceed. 
We must put the Truth first and then all good things, health, 
joy and prosperity, will follow naturally. Let us live our 
wonderful Truth every hour of our lives. Let us take the 
heritance of good which belongs to us. 
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Lesson 13, DECEMBER 29 
REVIEW 


Goiven Text—If any man will do his will, he shall know 
of the doctrine, whether it be of God, or whether I speak of 
myself —John 7:17. 


The lessons of this quarter are mostly concerning the works 
of Jesus. We should choose from each lesson, the thought 
which is helpful to us and fix it firmly in our memories. These 
lessons are given us, not as a matter of history, but that we 
may live as God’s children were meant to live, healthy, happy 
lives. 


Lesson 1, JANUARY 5 
THE CREATION.—Gen. 1-5, 7, 9, 10, 12, 16, 21, 25, 27, 31. 


GotpEN Text—In the beginning God created the heavens 
and the earth—Gen. 1-1. 


The first Sunday in the new year we have the story of 
creation. The golden text starts, “In the beginning God.” 

This lesson applies to us, our minds and bodies. We 
all have the power to create by our thoughts. We can create 
conditions in our bodies and affairs. If we wish to live by the 
law of Truth we are learning, if we wish to create new con- 
ditions in ourselves, this lesson is a starting point. The golden 
text gives the central idea. “In the beginning God.” The first 
step is to turn our steps toward God as Spirit. We must 
get still and realize the power of the great Almighty which 
dwells in us. We must know that through it we can do all 
things. When we once know that, we are started right. Then 
God said, “Let there be light, and there was light.” When we 
are conscious of the Christ within us, we should claim light, 
that is, wisdom or understanding. If we want health, the light 
of the Spirit will guide us to the right thought to hold. 

It is a wonderful thing, this power of creation, and we 
should be careful to use it just right.. Through God or the 
Christ-Spirit we can create in our lives all things beautiful 
and true, but we remember, “In the beginning God.” 


The cover design of this issue is from the loving pen 
of C. Jackson Engleman, one of the happy boys who 
helps print Wer Wispom. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


There is an old song which goes: 
Love, ’Tis Love, 
That makes the world go ’round.” 


If this is true, and I am certain it is, why, this old 
world must exceed the speed limit at Christmas time! 
So much love is turned loose at this season that there is 
no room for anything else. It creeps into every corner 
and crevice, and warms all the cold, dark places. It 
heals and strengthens and glorifies everywhere love is 
manifest. Whether it is gloves for mother, a bracelet 
for sister, a tie for daddy, or a rubber doll for baby, it is 
all an outpouring of the great love which fills every 
heart. 

There was once a little girl who had not much of 
this world’s goods. She wanted to send a Christmas 
present to a lady whom she admired, and having nothing 
else, she wrote this little note: 

“To my Lady—On this Christmas morning I send 
you my dear love.” 

The day after Christmas she got this in reply: 

“My dear little Girl—My Christmas was a joyous 
one; gifts are scattered in profusion all over the house, 
but your gift, little girl, nestles in my heart and keeps me 
warm. It was a wonderful gift, dearie—a very Alad- 
din’s lamp. Through all the years it will guide me and 
keep me joyous and glad. It will heal the hurts, take 
the sting and suffering out of things, teach me kindness 
and purity, and make my life radiant. Need I say how 
much I thank you?” 

And so this glad Christmas season I send to all 
the Wisdoms my dear love, universal, eternal and never- 
failing. May it enfold you and guide you and gladden 
you through all this bright new year. 


One Wisdom has sent in the name of a child who 
wishes Wee Wispom, but is unable to pay her traveling 
expenses. The Unity Boosters have paid it for her. 


WEE WISDOM 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS! 


Of course you are looking about for a nice Christmas 
present to give your little friends! 

We have planned to help you in this effort. If you will 
order before Christmas, we will send WEE WISDOM and one 
of the following books to a friend at a small price. Look 
over the list now, and let us help you in your Christmas 
selection. 

Remember this offer is good only for this month. 


Booster Pins are not given when subscriptions are sent 
on this offer. 


Wee Wisdom’s Way, full of pictures and having paper 
cover, sent with-a year’s subscription to WEE WIsDom for 
60 cents. 

The Treasure Box (you have surely read this wonder- 
ful story) is a real fairy tale, with pretty pictures and large 
type. Usually it costs fifty cents a copy, but we will send 
it with a year's WEE Wispom for only 85 cents. 

Love’s Roses is a beautiful story by the author of 
“The Doll Dishes” which you will find on page eight. 

Everyone likes this book. We will send it with a year’s 
Wispom for 60 cenis. 


Now Wisdoms, you surely can find something here to 
send your friend for Christmas. /f you wish, we will hold 
the book and send it to your friend just before Christmas. 

Mail your order now. We haven’t many of these 
books left. 

Add 12 cents for Kansas City, Mo., or foreign sub- 
scriptions. 

Address WEE WISDOM, 913 Tracy Ave., Kansas 
City, Mo. 
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DECEMBER, 1912 


Clouds may scurry, 
Winds may blow; 
The earth be cased 


With ice and snow. 


My heart is warm 

With Love and Praise, 
For God is guiding 

All my ways. 


J&S> Ir THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 

I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and 

I will fill their treasuries. 


Assy 
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CHRISTMAS 


Heigh-ho for the sleigh! Heigh-ho for the snow! 
__Jump in by dear Santa, away we go, 
“Through frost-nipped air, while clear-toned bells, 


Herald our coming in musical swells. —_ 


Heigh-ho for glad Christmas! Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho! 
Through glittering snow, till moon hangs low, 
Dear Santa and I on our glad mission go. 


Heigh-ho! 


Heigh-ho for the stockings all hung in a row! 
Heigh-ho for the love which we lavishly sow! 
That joy in each heart may grow. 


Heigh-ho! 


